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CHAPTER I. 

FRITHIOP AND INQEBOIIG, 

Many centuries ago, there reigned in Norway a 
famous king called Beli, with a family of two 
sons and a daughter. When the daughter, 
whose name was Ingeborg, had reached her 
seventh birthday, the king said to Thorsten, 
one of his most faithful and devoted followers, 
who had been constantly by his side : " My 
daughter Ingeborg is the joy and pride of my 
heart, and I wish her to grow up wise and 
sensible, as becomes a king'is daughter. There 
is too much bustle and excitement in the palace^ 
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and I have determined to send her to live in 
the house of the sage Hilding, that she may 
learn wisdom from his aged lips. Your son 
Frithiof has always been her playmate, and she 
is too young to go away alone ; let him go and 
be educated with her/' 

Thorsten's heart was moved at the proposal 
which the Icing *made to him, and he replied, 
that he would gladly consent to his sovereign's 
wish, which he regarded as a very great honour 
to himself and a boon to his son. 

The dwelling of Hilding, surrounded with 
gardens and wooded hills, lay near to the sea, 
and in this retired and beautiful spot Frithiof 
and Ingeborg were to pass the opening years of 
life. They were the choicest flowers of the 
north, and &ir to look upon. The Princess 
Ingeborg was like a rosebud just bursting forth 
in freshness and perfume ; while Frithiof was 
tall and slender, and reminded the beholder of 
a young oak, the crown of which is agitated by 
the wind, and sways from side to side like a 
helmet's plume. Never before were children 
In the Northland so blessed by the gods with 
health and beauty. Whether they listened with 
beaming eyes to their instructor as he told 
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them the stories of the ancient heroes, or raced 
with each other on the flowery meadow, or 
danced in the fir-woods und'er the silver light of 
the moon/ they always seemed to the observer 
like those fairies whose very appearance is a 
sign of good fortune, and fills th-e heart with 
glad expectation. 

Frithiof was a littk older than Ingeborg, 
and Hilding instructed him in the ancient and 
mysterious Runic characters, which it was his 
delight to explain afterwards to his companion. ^ 
They frequently spent their hours of play in 
a little boat on th« sea, and boldly and fearlessly 
ventured on the waves, even when they were 
tossed by the wind and white with foam ; 
nothing pleased Ingeborg so much as to see 
the spray dashing over the edge of the vessel, 
and she screamed and clapped her hands with 
joy. Frithiof eagerly sought every opportunity 
of proving his bravery, and shewing his regard 
for his royal companion ; no tree was too high 
for him to climb in search of the nests of young 
birds with which to surprise and please her ; and 
even the abode of the sea-eagle, on the lofty 
and precipitous rock, was not safe from his 
adventurous and daring visits. From his hand 
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Ingeborg* received the first flowers and the 
luscious strawberries of spring, and the earliest 
golden ears of summer. Whenever they strolled 
for pleasure through the woods, he carried 
weapons with him to protect her if necessary, 
for, young as he was, he was prepared to 
encounter any risk on her behalf 

Thus the youthful days of the happy pair 
passed away like a pleasant dream, undisturbed 
by care or trouble. By degrees, Ingeborg grew 
up into lovely maidenhood, while Frithiof 
became a strong and athletic youth. The pur- 
suits of each became more serious: Ingeborg 
began to devote herself more and more to lady- 
like occupations, especially to the favourite art 
of embroidering tapestry; and her companion 
joined eagerly in the chase, ofken returning 
heavily laden with spoil. He had inherited 
from his father not only strength and courage, 
but also a great deal of self-possession and cheer- 
fulness. This made him a favourite with all 
his companions, who were soon astonished at the 
dauntless boldness with which he attacked the 
wild bears and other animals of the forest, few 
of which escaped from his well-armed blows 
with club or spear. The trophies of the hunting 
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expedition now took the place of the flowers 
and fruit with which he had formerly greeted 
his fair playmate, and it was his greatest reward 
to see the smile of wonder at his courage, and 
anxiety for his safety, with which she welcomed 
his return. "When they sat side by side in front 
of the fire of blazing pine logs, and listened to 
the tales of the ancient heroes which Hilding 
loved so much to tell^ or when Ingeborg sang 
songs in. honour of the gods or gray-haired 
heroes who had long ago been laid to rest 
beneath the grass-grown mounds, Frithiof asked 
himself if she could be any other than a goddess 
whom the Great Father had permitted to visit 
the earth for a short time, to awaken an idea of 
the joys of Valhalla in those who looked upon 
her. *' The golden hair of Freya is praised in 
all lands," said he to himself, ''but can it be 
more splendid than Ingeborg's?" And when 
he looked into her eyes, bright with the lustre, 
and beauty of heaven, he asked: "Can it be 
possible that Hilding is correct when he says 
that the goddess Friga, wife of Odin, has the 
most beautiful eyes in the universe?" 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE DEATH OF BALDER. 

Spring returned once more to gladden the earth 
with its brightness, and Priga adorned the hills, 
fields, and valleys with a brilliant carpet of 
flowers, and called forth again the melody of 
the sweet songsters of the woods. On a calm 
evening, when the air was fragrant with per- 
fume, Ingeborg, Prithiof, and Hilding ascended 
a hill overlooking the sea, and sat down on a 
large moss-covered stone. At the request of 
Ingeborg, the old man told them the story of 
the sad and untimely death of the god Balder. • 

"Balder," said Hilding, "was the son of the 
all-powerful god Odin and his beautiful queen 
Friga. His countenance was of wondrous beauty, 
and when he swept through the heavens on his 
white charger, a glow of light and splendour 
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attended him. Ho was averse to evil, and 
hated quarrelling and strife with all his heart. 
Wise and eloquent, gentle and upright, he strove 
perpetually to promote peace and good- will, to 
avert misfortune, and to remove sorrow and 
distress. He sometimes took the form of a 
warrior, and mingled with the combatants in 
the noise and fury of battle; but never was he 
tempted, in the heat of the contest, to draw his 
heavenly weapons against mortals. While some 
of the other gods took part in the strife and 
bloodshed^ love and pity alone led Balder to 
the scene of death. One day in the middle of 
summer^ he observed that the warriors were 
nearly exhausted from thirst. Striking the 
ground with his lance, a refreshing stream of 
water immediately burst forth, and in other 
places water sprang up even at the touch of 
bis horse's hoofs. These fountains never ceased 
to flow, and were surrounded by groves of trees, 
in which Balder is honoured and worshipped 
to this day. His wife, the beautiful goddess 
Nanna, was as amiable as her husband; and 
their palace stands far above the clouds, never 
to be penetrated by the gaze of mortals, and 
free from the slightest stain of sin or impurity. 
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Balder was beloved by all the gods excepir 
, the wicked Loki, who thought of nothing but 
evil and mischief. It happened one night that 
Balder had a very unpleasant dream, and be- 
lieved that his life was in danger. He tried 
to drive the remembrance of it from his mind, 
but it was in vain, so he became melancholy 
and sad at heart. 

Not only Balder's wife, the blue-eyed Nanna, 
but Odin and Friga, and all the other gods and 
goddesses, save Loki^ were filled with sorrow 
and anxiety when they heard the gloomy fore- 
bodings which oppressed his heart. It was in 
vain that Odin meditated upon the dream — in 
vain that he held councils with the other gods, 
and inc^uired from the white ravens, to which 
the past and the future were alike known ; he 
was quite unable to ascertain the danger which 
threatened his favourite son. At last, in despair, 
he determined upon undertaking the perilous 
journey to the abode of the goddess of destiny. 
He rose from his brilliant throne, left his palace, 
mounted the steed which stood ready at the 
gate, and attended by the two ravens and the 
two wolves, the companions of all his journeys, 
fled with the speed of lightning towards the 
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earth, and soon reached the pathway leading to 
the dark and mysterious abyss in which the 
pale goddess Hela held her court 

Far from the Valhalla, the palace of Odin 
and the dwelling of the heroes, lies the awful 
and gloomy abode of the implacable Hela. Loki 
is her father; her mother is a giantess, the 
sister of the terrible wolf Fenrix and of the 
serpent that coils round the earth. Unhappy, 
thrice unhappy, is he who must descend to the 
dismal abyss of the goddess of destruction ! 
Her hall is named Misery, Decay is written 
upon her threshold, Consumption is her couch ; 
Danger, the curtains; Laziness is her man- 
servant, and Sloth her maid; she eats from 
the dish called Hunger, and insatiable Avarice 
is the knife with which she cuts. 

'Within the gloomy cavern there stands a hideous throne, 
'Tis builded up of human bones and skulls of men alone ; 
Upon it sits the goddess, her form of ashy gray, 
Her face blood-stained and ghastly, and blue with foul decay. 

Her temple is surrounded with massive palisades, 
With human heads most awful upon its stanchions raised ; 
And round about her wander, in dark and vicious mood, 
Assassins, perjured robbers, with all death*8 wretched brood.' 

Odin was rapidly approaching this awful 
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realm of the goddess of death. The path, 
which no mortal had ever before trodden, 
wound along the brink of terrible precipices, 
and was overhung by threatening cliffs; but 
Odin cared not for the terrors of the way, or 
the raging hounds which met him ; one thought 
took up all his attention — ^to learn what danger 
threatened his favourite son. 

At last he reached the dwelling of the god- 
dess Hela, and leaped from his horse at the 
£rst gray Runic stone, beneath which one of 
the Nomes, who foretold events, had slept for 
thousands of years. Lone and dreary was the 
burying-place ; the wind moaned sadly through 
the leafless hedges, and whirled clouds of sand 
high in the air. 

Odin drew his sword, wrote thrice on the 
sand the Runic sentence, and then uttered 
three times the Runic call, which is powerful 
enough, when coming from the mouth of one of 
the gods, to rouse the dead from their graves. 

He paused a few moments, and then the 
following words came forth from the depths of 
the earth in a low and hollow tone : 

'What magic overpowering might 
Calls me from the dungeon's nighty 
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Disturbing death's deep quiet rest ? 
Tell me thy name, thou daring guest ! 
A thousand years my bones have lain 
'Neath wetting dew and streaming rain, 
Ko foot hath sought my dark retreat 
In winter's snow or summer's heat. 
Profaile I disturb'st thou my deep rest ? 
Tell me, who art thou, daring guest ? ' 

Tlien answered Odin : 

' A wand'rer am I, thou know'st me not, 
A warrior's son, thou namest not. 
What Heav'n ordains, tell I to thee ; 
What 's planned below reveal to me. 
For whom is the glittering table spread. 
And who shall sleep- on the golden bed? ' 

In low and muttering aecents, lie heard tlie 
voice reply: 

* The foaming tankard'iB glittering sheen, 
With mead's sweet draught, hast thou not seen ? 
Above it hangs the golden shield ; 
For Balder is the tankard fiUed. 
Thy son's brave head in death must bow. 
And all the gods shall be brought low. 
Unwilling speak I, stranger guest ; 
Disturb no more my sacred rest. 
Away ! begone to thine own place I 
Henceforth no trifler findeth grace.' 

Odin ventured for a moment to peer into the 
joyless and dreary region of deaths and saw 

B 
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through the mist and darkness the preparations 
for the reception of his favourite soa With 
tears starting to his eyes, he mounted his horse 
again, and went back with a heavy heart to 
his palace, where the gods and goddesses were 
waiting in anxious suspense to hear the result 
of his long and perilous journey. He was 
received with deep silence ; but when the 
doom of Balder was announced to them, they 
burst forth into loud cries and lamentations. 
No one was able to suggest any means by 
which the threatened evil could be averted. 
At last, after long meditation, his mother Friga 
proposed the following plan^ which changed 
their lamentations into rejoicings. As goddess 
of the earth, she would take an oath of all 
created beings and powers not to harm Balder 
in any way. 

Obedience was readily sworn to Friga by 
fire and by water, by iron and all other metals, 
by stone and clay, bush and tree, by swift con- 
sumption and all other diseases ; as well as by 
all the animals of the earth; the air, and the 
sea. Nothing was freed from this oath but a 
tender mistletoe clinging to an oak, for from 
it she feared no ill. 
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The gods now thought their favourite was 
perfectly safe, and in their delight began a 
number of pastimes with him. Some threw 
sharp-pointed lances at him ; and behold ! they 
fell harmless to the earth without causing him 
the least pain. Others, smote him on the bare 
liead with their swords, but not a single lock 
was ruffled. Smiling like a fresh spring morn- 
ing, Balder stood in the midst of the gods, 
sharing the happiness which they felt, and 
playfully grasping the arrows and spears which 
they aimed at him. 

Their pleasure was so unbounded that it soon 
reached the ears of the malicious Loki, who 
found his only happiness in stirring up strife 
and causing distress both to gods and men, and 
he hastened to the spot, that he might, if pos- 
sible, blight their pleasures. Taking the form 
of a gray-haired old woman, with a staff in her 
trembling and withered hand, he reverently 
approached the goddess Friga. 'Pray, inform 
me, gracious mother of the earth,' said he, 
*what is the cause of all this mirth and joy, 
that I may share in it with the gods.' 

'Have you not heard,' replied Friga, with 
a beaming countenance, ' that all the beings 
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and powers of the earth have taken an oath 
not to injure Balder? A terrible danger was 
hanging over him; but the sentence of the 
Nome has been defeated, and he is now safe, 
and will not have to desceiid to the regions 
of the pale and ghastly Hela !' 

*Has everything sworn this oath?' inquired 
Loki. 

* Yes/ was the reply ; ' everything has sworn 
to me, except a small plant of mistletoe 
which I saw growing on the eastern side of 
Valhalla. Why should I fear any mischief from 
such a harmless, trifling thing as that ? ' 

This information was sufficient for the wicked 
Loki, who was glad to And that it was the 
mistletoe, which strangles the tree to which 
it clings for support, that had been passed over 
by Friga. So, stealing quietly away from the 
palace, he fled with the swiftness of thought 
in search of the plant, which he soon found. 
He broke off a piece of its hard stem, shaped 
it into an arrow, and returning in the same 
disguise as before, approached the happy circle 
of the gods. He soon discovered a fitting 
instrument for his base design^ Hadu^ the blind 
god, was standing at a little distance listening 
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to the joyful shouts and moriy laughter which 
arose from the happy company, and Loki 
tottered towards him. *Why/ said he, *do 
you not take part in the amusement of your 
companions?' 

* Gladly would I do so/ replied Hadu ; * but 
alas ! I am blind, and cannot join in honouring 
Balder with the other gods/ 

'That is a great affliction/ said the wily 
Loki ; ' but if you will only take this bow and 
arrow in your hands, I will shew you how you 
can honour the hero of the day/ 

Following the directions of the stranger, 
Hadu took the bow, discharged the arrow, and 
Balder suddenly fell lifeless to the ground. 

Never*'before had such sorrow distressed the 
hearts of the dwellers in Odin's palace. For 
awhile they stood speechless and paralysed 
with grief and astonishment; then forming a 
group around the dead body, burst into loud 
cries, which echoed and re*echoed throughout 
the arched halls of Valhalla. Their terror and 
anguish were so great that none of them could 
speak a word. When the power of speech 
returned, they began to inquire who could have 
been wicked enough to do so foul a deed ; but 
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no one thought of avenging their murdered 
companion, for they were assembled in a 
sanctuary, where no act of punishment could 
take place ; and Loki had again disappeared 
With deep sighs and piercing lamentations, the 
corpse was carried to the sea-shore to be 
devoted to the flames. Balder's ship lay upon 
the strand, and his body was to be burned on 
the deck; but first the vessel had to be 
launched. All the efforts of the gods to pusli 
it into the sea were, however, in vain; they 
could not move it a single inch. They were 
then obliged to call the giantess Hyrrockin to 
their help. Preceded by a rushing sound, the 
giantess appeared with streaming hair, riding 
a wolf bridled with a serpent. She laid her 
powerful hands on the vessel, and pushed it 
with such violence into the sea that the rollers 
on which it was standing burst into flames. 
Enraged at her vehemence, Thor lifted his 
hammer, and would have dashed her to the 
earth had not the other gods quieted him. 
Then arose a new disaster. Nanna, the beauti- 
ful wife of Balder, was so overwhelmed with 
sorrow at the death of her beloved husband, 
that her heart broke, and she sank into the 



THB STORT OF FKITHIOF. 23 

arms of Friga a lifeless corpse. United in 
death, as they had been in life, Balder and 
Nanna were laid upon the funeral pile which 
had been erected on the deck of the ship, and 
burned to ashes, amid the loud wailing and 
bitter lamentations of the gods." 

"This, my children," said Hilding, "is the 
story of the death of Balder, through which the 
palace of Valhalla sustained a loss never to be 
replaced." 

Ingeborg and Frithiof had listened with the 
deepest interest to the sad story ; while, in the 
distance, they heard the rolling of the chariot 
in which Thor, the god of thunder, travelled 
through the sky, and saw the flashes of fire 
from the strokes of his mighty hammer. Tears 
glistened in Ingeborg's eyes as she thought 
of the melancholy fate of Balder and Nanna, 
and the heart of Frithiof was stirred with deep 
emotipn. After a short time, they rose and 
went home again; and Ingeborg stole silently 
into her chamber, while Frithiof continued in 
conversation with Hilding. 

"Horrible as death is," said he, "I would 
willingly die, and go down to the terrible 
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dwelling-place of Hela, if I only felt sure 
that Ingeborg would mourn for me as Nanna 
mourned for Balder ! " 

These wards alarmed Hilding. "Can it be 
possible, my son," he exclaimed, "that you are 
cherishing a love which can end in nothing but 
sorrow and disappointment ? The ancestors of 
King Beli reach back to the gods themselves, 
while you are but the son of a yeoman. Beli 
will choose a husband for his daughter from 
among princes, and it is quite in vain for you 
to think of wooing her." 

Frithiof smiled at the words of his venerable 
tutor, and then replied in a burst of noble 
passion, in which his eyes flashed like fire: 
" With the thunder-god, birth is nothing ; 
courage is the only thing which he regards. 
He who is descended from the gods, and is 
destitute of bravery and spirit, is disowned by 
them. They love and reward those only who 
strive to excel in courage and virtue. The 
fame which I have won in hunting the wild 
beasts of the fore&t is worth as much to me as 
' if I could trace my ancestors back to the halls 
of Odin!" 

" Alas, alas ! " exclaimed Hilding, " this love 
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will yield you nothing but thorns and misery ! 
How blind I must have been not to have sooner 
noticed the evil that was brooding ! ** 

** Speak not thus, my father," replied Frithiof. 
** Never, till now, have I dreamed of Ingeborg 
becoming my wife ; but my heart tells me that 
it can be satisfied with no other than the king's 
daughter. I swear to you, by all the gods, that 
I will never give her up, even if it be necessary 
to win her at the point of the sword! If I 
have to fight with Thor himself, I will be parted 
from her only with my life. Woe to the man 
that tries to separate us ! " 

While Frithiof thus gave vent to his love for 
Ingeborg, .she sat in her quiet chamber, and 
compared him in her mind to Balder, praying 
to the gods to protect the high-spirited youth, 
and to crown him with honour and fame. 
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CHAPTER III. 

KING BELI AND THORSTEN. 

The snows of age began to gather on the head 
of King Beli and the devoted companion-in- 
arms who, for years, had been always at his 
side. The two gray heroes were like temples in 
ruins, upon whose walls the Runic inscriptions 
are still to be read, and whose venerable appear- 
ance calls forth the respect of all beholders. 

"Thorsten," said the king one day to his 
friend, " the evening of our lives is fast drawing 
on ; the mead is no longer pleasant to the taste, 
and the iron helmet grows too heavy for the 
weary head. The events of my past life, and 
the occurrences of every day, are fading from 
my memory, while the bright joys of Valhalla 
entice me away from earth. I have therefore 
summoned our sons hither, to impress upon 
them the necessity of living together in unity 
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and friendship after our departure, before the 
power of speech fails me, and the words die 
upon my tongue/' 

In obedience to the call, the three youths 
soon arrived, and entered the royal chamber, 
headed by Helge, Beli's eldest son. His face 
was. pale and troubled, and he looked as if he 
had just witnessed the horrors of the kingdom 
of death. His hands were stained with blood 
fresh from the altar of sacrifice, to which he 
often resorted, in company with seers and 
diviners, that he might, if possible, search out 
the hidden secrets of the future. He was 
followed by Halfdan, the king's second son, 
whose appearance was a striking contrast to 
his brother's, the dark-browed Helge. His face 
was noble in form, and shaded with curling 
locks of hair, but its expression was weak and 
irresolute, and he seemed to carry the sword, 
which hung by his side, merely as a toy. He 
was like a beautiful and merry-hearted girl who 
had, in a moment of fun. put on the dress and 
weapons of a young warrior. The last was 
Frithiof. A blue cloak hung from his broad 
shoulders, and he was a head taller than either 
of the king's sons, differing as much from them 
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in appearance as they did from each other. 
As he stood between Helge and Halfdan, he 
resembled the bright noon-day between the rosy 
morning and the dark gray night. 

" My day is nearly over/' said the king ; 
"therefore have I sent for you, my sons, to 
hear my parting counsel. Govern the land in 
peace and concord when I am taken away. Be 
united, for in union there is strength. Guard 
the borders of the land against all foes, but 
cultivate the arts of peace within. Let your 
swords harm none within the realm, but be the 
protectors of the lives and property of your 
subjects. No wise prince oppresses his people, 
for when the strength of the land decays, the 
strength of the throne decays with it. The 
crown of the tree withers when its roots rest on 
the naked rock, and lack the nourishment of 
the fertile soil. Four pillars support the heavens 
above us, but the throne rests on one foundation 
alone — Law, Woe to the land in which caprice 
takes the place of law ; for despotism ruins both 
prince and people. True is it, Helge, that 
the gods dwell in the temples, but not in them 
alone. Far as sound can reach, far as the golden 
beams of the sun extend, or the thoughts of 
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men can fly, so far stretch the arches of their 
boundless domain. Often does the blood of the 
slain falcon deceive ; often are the magic Runes 
proved to be mere folly ; but in an honest and 
sincere heart, Helge, Odin has written words 
which never deceive or disappoint ua Be firm, 
my son, but never severe. As a flower orna- 
ments the iron shield, so do goodness and 
generosity adorn the mighty. The best sword 
is the most pliable. It is not the coldness of 
winter, but the warmth of spring, that calls forth 
the flowers from the earth. Gather true friends 
around thee ! However strong a man may be, 
yet without companions and friends he is dead, 
and like a solitary tree stripped of its bark by 
the storm ; but he who has friends is like the 
tree surrounded by its neighbour trees when 
the storms arise. Be not proud, Helge, of 
the deeds and fame of your ancestors ; of what 
use is it for a man to inherit a strong bow if he 
have neither the might nor the skill to bend it ? 
Only a fool decks himself with the renown of 
his forefathers, who rest with the departed 
generations in the grave I" 

" Hear my words, Halfdan ! " said the king, 
turning to his younger son, "and let them be 
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engraven on tliy heart. Cheerfulness is tlie 
adornment of the wise, but frivolity is never 
becoming, least of all in a king's son. Honey 
is sweet, but without hops we should have no 
mead. Seek, therefore, my son, to be more 
earnest and serious. There never was a man 
who knew too much, however he may have 
been praised for his wisdom; but countless is 
the multitude of those who know too little. 
The fool who has only his high birth to boast 
of, sits disregarded at the feast ; while the ears 
of the guests are open to the man of under- 
standing who is in the lowest place. Choose 
your companions carefully ; an empty house 
stands open to everybody, but a rich one must 
be kept closed. Have but one person to 
whom you confide everything, for that which 
is told to three people is known by all the 
world ! " 

When the king ceased, Tliorsten began to 
speak. "That thou, king, shouldst wander 
alone to the realms of Odin," said he, '* pleases 
not the soldier who has been thy constant com- 
panion. The changes of life have not been able 
to part us, and even death shall not tear us 
asunder ! " 



THE STORY OF PRITHIOP. 31 

"Age whispers many counsels in mine ear 
for thee, my son," said he, turning to Frithiof. 
" As the hirds of Odin willingly hover over the 
resting-places of the dead, so the lessons of 
experience linger on the lips of the old and 
gray-headed One thing would I impress deeply 
on thy heart — it is this: Honour the gods! 
As the rain falls, and the bright beams of the 
sun descend upon the dark earth, so from the 
gods alone come blessing and prosperity. The 
gods search into those depths of the heart which 
are invisible to mortal eyes, therefore avoid all 
evil. The sins of hours are often followed by 
years of bitter repentance. Honour the king. 
There must be one head if the country is to 
prosper. The day has but one sun ; it is only 
in the darkness of midnight that many lights 
are seen. Good men willingly submit to the 
rule and authority of the best. Strength is one 
of the gifts of the gods ; but, like all their other 
gifts, it is useless to the man who lacks wisdom 
and judgment. A bear is as strong as twelve 
men, but one man can kill him. The more that 
pride grows in any one, the nearer is he to his 
fall. How many men have I seen holding their 
heads loftily, and looking down with contempt 
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upon all around them, who now walk on 
crutches! Praise not the day bejfore it has 
come to an end, nor the counsel before its con- 
sequences are known. It is the time of need 
that tries friendship, as the heat of battle tries 
the temper of the sword. One thing is certain 
to every man, and that is death; but though 
mind and body fail and pass away, the fame of 
a good man lives after him. Therefore, my son, 
strive ever after that which is noble, do always 
that which is right ! '* 

Thus spoke the gray-haired heroes to their 
sons in words of wisdom, which have ever since 
been handed down from sire to son throughout 
Northland. 

" In joy and in sorrow, in weal and in woe,*' 
said the king, " have Thorsten and I remained 
steadfast to each other, and we will continue 
shoulder to shoulder as long as life shall lasi 
Follow our example, my sons, and your pros- 
perity will be certain. Protect my rose Inge- 
borg with the love and fidelity of brothers, that 
no rough or stormy winds may harm the tender 
flower. Watch over her, Helge, like a father; 
but forget not that kindness is better than 
harshness, and that a noble mind is more easily 
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led Into the paths of happiness and virtue than 
driven into them by severity. 

" And now, one word more, my children. Let 
our weary bones be laid to rest beneath the 
hills on the opposite banks of the river, that 
the rippling waves may sing forth an unceasing 
hymn to our praise. Often, then, in the silent 
midnight hour, when the moon's pale light falls 
gently, and the cool dews rest on the bosom of 
the earth, will Thorsten and I talk together of 
past times across the river, and the echo of our 
words will mingle with the murmur of its spark- 
ling waters. Farewell, my sons; leave us to 
peace and retirement, that by devotion we may 
prepare for the joys and honours which await 
us in Valhalla!'' 
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CHAPTER IV. 

frithiof's inheritance. 

The death of King Beli and his friend Thorsten 
took place soon after they had parted from their 
sons, and when they had been buried according 
to their wish, the nation proclaimed Helge and 
Halfdan joint kings of Norway. With none to 
divide his property with him, Frithiof took pos- 
session of his father's estate on the island of 
Framnas, and might well have been envied for 
owning such a beautiful spot. His domain reached 
from the sea-shore twelve or fifteen miles on three 
sides of the island. Forests of birch crowned 
the hills, the slopes of which were covered with 
luxuriant crops of golden barley and rye. The 
sea, abounding in fish, reflected on its peaceful 
bosom the lofty and majestic heights which sur- 
rounded it. In the woods, watered by sparkling 
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brooks, strode the tall elk with its wide-spread- 
ing antlers; the meadows were covered with 
herds of oxen, and flocks of white-wooled sheep, 
looking in the distance like silver clouds moving 
slowly across the sky. Four-and-twenty horses, 
fleet as the wind, were in the stables, their 
hoofs shod with iron, and their manes carefully 
plaited and ornamented with scarlet cloth. 

The house was very large, and the hall was 
able to accommodate six hundred guests at one 
time. The table, of polished oak, reached from 
one end to the other, and on both sides of the 
raised seat, at the head, were statues, carved in 
elm, of Odin and Friga. The chair of state, so 
many years fllled by Thorsten, was covered with 
a splendid black bear-skin, the mouth adorned 
with scarlet cloth, and the claws encased in 
silver. 

In the centre of the nish-strewn hall stood 
the hearth of polished stone, which was heaped 
high with logs, that threw out a cheerful blaze. 
Through the open chimney the friendly stars 
looked down upon the guests, as they sat re- 
freshing themselves after the fatigues of the 
chase or the dangers of the battle-fleld. The 
walls were hung with armour, and the well 
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polished helmets and shields reflected the 
brilliant glow of the fire. 

The dwelling was richly furnished. Abund- 
ance was visible wherever the eye turned The 
store-rooms were filled with all sorts of food, 
and many chambers were adorned with the 
trophies of well-earned victory. 

But Frithiof s house was most of all cele- 
brated for the possession of three treasures of 
rare valua The first of these was a sword 
named Angurvadel, or Brother of Lightning. 
It had been wrought by skilful dwarfs in the 
lands of the far east, and had done good service 
in the hands of Frithiof s ancestors in many a 
hard-fought fight. The hilt was of gold, and 
the blade was richly engraved with Bunic 
characters -unknown to any one in Norway, and 
understood only by the wise men in the distant 
country from which it had come. As long as 
peace reigned in the land, these mystic signs 
were so pale that they could hardly be seen ; 
but no sooner was the war-cry raised, than they 
gleamed like a flash of lightning. , 

Next to Angurvadel in value was a golden 
bracelet, of great weight and beauty, the work 
of the limping Yaulund, the Vulcan of the north. 
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It was enriched with figures of the gods and 
symbols of the various seasons of the year, but 
its most splendid ornament was a large and 
costly ruby. This bracelet, after belonging to 
Thorsten's ancestors for many generations, was 
once stolen by the pirate Soto, whose ships 
carried robbery and devastation wherever they 
went. After a long time, Thorsten heard that 
Soto had taken the bracelet and all his other 
treasures to Britain, and, dying there, had them 
buried with him in a large tomb near the sea. 
It was also told him that the wicked man 
could not rest in the grave, but haunted it like 
a ghost. Thorsten immediately set sail with 
Beli, who had offered to go with him, and, 
after a stormy voyage, reached the spot. The 
sepulchre was like a ruin, and the desolation 
around was terrible to behold. Looking through 
the crevices of the mouldering door, Thorsten 
and Beli surveyed the inside of the tomb. In 
the middle stood Soto's pirate-: ship, and in the 
I'igging, a horrible figure, clothed in a flaming 
mantle, which seemed to be vainly trying to 
clean a blood-stained sword. On the arm of the 
flgure glittered Thorsten's bracelet, and heaps 
of gold lay scattered on the ground beneath. 
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" Shall we force our way in/' whispered Beli 
to Thorsten, ^'and wrest the stolen property 
from the wretched spirit ? '' 

"It has always been the custom of our 
fathers/' replied Thorsten, ''for each man to 
attack his enemy single-handed. I will go 
alona" 

To this Beli would for a long time not agree, 
but after casting lots^ Thorsten gained his wish, 
and burst open the door of the sepulchre with 
one thrust of his spear, and descended into the 
gloomy ruin. With shield on arm and sword in 
hand, Beli stood listening without Strange 
sounds, like magic music, first fell upon his ear ; 
then came a noise as of clashing swords, and at 
last a terrible cry followed by silence like the 
grave. In a few moments Thorsten sprang out 
again pale as death, and trembling with excite- 
ment, but bearing on his arm the golden bracelet ! 
He would never afterwards betray the sights 
that had met his gaze, but replied to all in- 
quiries that were made to him only by a terrible 
shudder. He was often heard to say : '' Dearly 
have I won this bracelet, for I trembled, for the 
first time in my life, when I snatched it from 
the spoiler ! ^' 
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The ship Ellida was the last great treasure of 
the house. A Viking, one of Frithiof s ances* 
tors, as the story goes, was returning on one 
occasion from a foreign expedition. When near 
his home he saw a wreck at some distance, and 
a man upon it, of noble height and singular 
appearance* His hair was of a sea-green colour, 
and his beard white as snow or the foam on the 
mountain wave. He wore a blue dress, fastened 
by a golden girdle set with corals. The Viking, 
who thought him a shipwrecked seaman, steered 
his. vessel to the spot, took the unfortunate man 
on board, and provided for his wants. They 
soon reached the shore, and the stranger went 
with the Viking to his home; but when he 
offered him a bed at night, he laughed and 
said: ^'The wind is favourable, my ship is 
sound and good, and I hope to be a hundred 
miles from here by morning light I have 
nothing but thanks to offer you, for my trea- 
sures are all lying at the bottom of the sea, and 
I can make you no other return for your hospi- 
tality. But," said the stranger, *Uo-morrow 
you will find a memento of me on the shore. 
Farewell!" When the Viking went to the 
shore on the following mornings he saw a ship 
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coming towards him with the speed of a bird 
pursued by an eagle. It was one of the vessels 
which, from their build, are called dragon-ships, 
but though there was neither rower nor steers- 
man on board the strange ci*a{t, it passed safely 
through the narrow and winding passage be- 
tween the rocks and sandbanks, and remained 
motionless within a short distance of the shore. 
The sails were furled by invisible hands, and 
while the Viking looked in speechless amaze- 
ment at the wonderful sight, he heard voices 
singing above the murmur of the waves : "Thou 
hast entertained Aegir, the lord of the sea. 
Accept this ship as a token of his gratitude ! *' 

It was a royal gift which the sea-god had 
bestowed on the Yiking. The dragon^s head, 
which formed the prow of the vessel, towered 
high in the air, and was richly ornamented; 
the body was of blue and gold, and the tail, 
covered with silver scales, curled up over the 
vessel's stem. The sails were black and edged 
with scarlet, and when they were spread to the 
breeze, the ship flew across the sea with the 
speed of the wind, leaving the sea-birds far 
behind. 

Possessing such valuable treasures, Frithiof 
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was the richest man in the country, next to the 
kings Helge and Halfdan. Although he had 
not descended from a princely family, he had 
inherited from his father a princely spirit,, and 
was brave and generous in all his actions. Hos- 
pitable, noble, and of gentle manners, his fame 
grew from day to day. Twelve hardy and cour- 
ageous warriors, who bore the scars of many a 
conflict received in the service of his father, 
constantly surrounded him. A very warm friend- 
ship sprang up between him and Biom, the 
youngest of them, who, uniting the strength of 
manhood, the wisdom of age, and the cheer- 
fulness and activity of youth, stood among the 
gray-bearded warriors like a rose blooming amid 
withered leaves. 
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CHAPTER V. 



FBITHIOP'S WOOINO. 



Whilb the feast in honour of the departed hero 
lasted, the hall at Framnas resounded day by 
day with the songs of the bards celebrating his 
brave and valiant deeds^ as well as those of his 
illustrious ancestord ; but nothing seemed to 
raise the downcast spirits of Frithiof. The 
spring returned and covered the earth with a 
garment of green, and the dragon-ship dancing 
on the bright waves seemed to beckon him 
forth to adventure, but he heeded it not He 
remained dull and gloomy, reflecting on the 
happy years which he had passed in the home 
of Hilding, with the lovely daughter of the 
deceased monarch. 

" Frithiof," said Biom to him one day, "you 
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Bit here as melancholy as a wounded eagle In its 
nest ! What is the cause of such deep sorrow ? 
You have riches in abundance; the music of 
harp and song constantly surrounds you, and 
everything invites you to be happy and gay. 
But the fiery horses stamp in vain in the stall ; 
in vain scream the hooded falcons for the prey : 
you sit here, day after day, as if you were in a 
dream! Look at your ship Ellida, see how 
impatiently she tugs at her anchor, and longs to 
be free ! " 

Ridding himself, with a great effort, of the 
gnawing care which was consuming him, Frithiof 
gave his hand to Biorn, and went on board 
his ship, which soon bounded over the waves 
towards the home of Ingeborg. 

Helge and Halfdan were holding a court near 
their father's tomb, when they saw the dragon- 
ship approaching the shore. In a few moments 
Frithiof landed with his companion, and stepped 
boldly into the midst of the circle gathered 
around the judgment-seat. 

*' Princes," said he with a loud voice, which 
re-echoed from hill to hill, ** I have come here 
as a suitor for the hand of the Princess Inge- 
borg. Our union must have been the wish of 
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King Beli, or he would not have had us brought 
up together for so many years in the house of 
the gray-haired Hilding. I feel myself worthy 
of her, for, although I am not descended from 
princes, my fame is pure and unsullied, and the 
praises of my father and of all my ancestors 
have been often sung by the bards of our 
country. I might easily win territory by my 
sword, and come before you with a crown on 
my brow, but I prefer a quiet life at home. 
Think not, though, that I shrink from any 
danger. I am ready at any moment to draw 
my sword for the protection either of the throne 
or of the cottage. My words pierce into the 
grave of King Beli, and his answer comes forth: 
* Let Ingeborg and Frithiof be united ! * " 

These words roused the anger of Helge. 
"The king's daughter," said he in a scornful 
tone, "was not bom to wed a peasant's son; 
none but a king need hope to win her. You 
are praised for being the strongest man in the 
north; let your pride be satisfied with that. 
Presume not to covet the hand of a maiden 
whose ancestors reach back to Odin himself! 
I will protect my throne without your help; 
but if you wish a place among my men, there 
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is room for you, and you may have it for the 
asking/' 

" Become your man ! " exclaimed Frithiof 
with a grim smile. " Verily, I am as much of 
a man as my father was ! Come from thy 
scabbard, Angurvadel ! " 

So saying, he drew his sword, upon which the 
Runic symbols glowed like fira ^* Let us see/' 
he exclaimed, "if our ancestors are to be in- 
sulted in this way with impunity ! Listen to 
me, King Helge. Were you not standing on 
sacred ground I should cleave you to the earth. 
Beware that you come not within reach of my 
sword ! " 

With one stroke of his weapon Frithiof cleft 
in twain the golden shield of Helge, which hung 
on a branch near him, and the ringing clash 
was answered by a dull echo from the funeral 
mound of Bell 

**Thou hast done well, Angurvadel!" ex- 
claimed the indignant youth, as he returned 
the sword to its sheath ; ** but thy glory must 
be concealed while we go in search of the 
adventures that await us/' 

Astonishment and terror had taken such 
hold of Helge and his followers, that not a word 
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was uttered, nor a hand raised, to aVenge the 
insult offered by the bold intruder; and turning 
his back contemptuously upon them all, Frithiof 
returned to his -vessel, which bore him back to 
his home. 
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CHAPTER VL 

KIKQ HBIKG. 

At this period the gray^haired King Hring 
ruled over the regions of the far nortL He 
was gentle and benevolent as Balder, and equal 
in wisdom to Mimer, the guardian of the foun- 
tains of knowledge. His land was so quiet and 
peaceful, that it resembled a grove inhabited by 
the gods. The clash of angry weapons was never 
heard beneath the shady trees, and never were 
the fields of waving com trodden down under 
the hoofs of the war-horse. Justice was ad* 
ministered to every one of his subjects without 
favour, and every man was at liberty to express 
his opinions at the annual gatherings or parlia- 
ments of the nation, without fear or restraint. 
The rivers were crowded with vessels, which 
brought. valuable goods from foreign countries 
in exchange for the produce of the soil For 
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thirty years the king had reigned over his 
people with wisdom and moderation ; every one 
was happy under his rule, and the prayers of 
the nation for his welfare daily ascended to the 
throne of Odin. 

On one occasion, the king sat at table in the 
large hall, surrounded by the most distinguished 
of his soldiers and followers. When the meal 
had lasted some time, and many a horn of 
foaming mead had been emptied, Bring arose 
from his chair of state to address the company ; 
but instead of the joyous strain which they were 
expecting, he spoke to them in low and saddened 
tones. "The loss which I suffered," said he, 
"when my queen was taken away from the 
sorrows and darkness of earth, was great and 
crushing, as you all know. She now reigns in 
the heavenly ^temple of Friga, and my only 
memorial of her is ber flower-covered grave. 
She was the joy and happiness of my life, and 
never shall I find her equal. But my children 
require a mother; my people want a queen. 
Often was King Beli, who is now enjoying the 
happiness of Valhalla, a welcome guest beneath 
my roof. He has left the world, but his daughter 
still lives, a beautiful and virtuous maiden, and 
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it Is my wish that she should become my wife. 
She is young, and is like the blooming spring- 
time, while my locks are already white with the 
snows of winter. But if she values an honest 
heart, and can shew love to my motherless 
children, she shall be a sharer of my throne. — 
Take gold and jewels," said he to three of his 
friends, ^'and go to Ingeborg's brothers as 
suitors for me; and let some of my bards accom* 
pany you, that the voice of song, and the music 
of the harp, may add force and attraction to 
your message 1" 

The king's commands were obeyed ; and the 
messengers soon reached the country where 
Helge and Halfdan held sway, and having pre- 
sented their message, waited three days for the 
reply. Helge, however, instead of asking the 
advice of the oldest and most experienced men 
in his courts followed his superstitious fancies, 
and tried to learn the decision of the gods by 
offering falcons and horses in sacrifice. When 
the messengers of Hring came on the morning 
of the fourth day, Helge, deceived and misled 
by the signs which he had read in the entrails of 
the slain animals, rejected their sovereign's offer 
in a few cold and uncivil words ; and Halfdan 



BO THE STOHr OP FRITHIOF. 

told them, with a laugh, that he was sorry at 
losing the feast which he had looked forward 
to, and added : " If King Graybeard had come 
himself, I would have been his groom, and helped 
him on to his horse." 

With hearts full of indignation at the result; 
of their visit, the messengers returned home, 
and told the king the insulting answer they had 
received. Hring was greatly enraged at such 
a disrespectful reply to his proposal. " It will be 
an unwelcome hour, Helge and Halfdan,'' said 
he, " in which you see King Graybeard ! " With 
these words he grasped the shield which hung 
on a tree by his side, and the war-cry was no 
sooner heard through the country, than crowds 
of soldiers flocked to his standard ; the bay was 
filled with dragon-ships, and a forest of helmet- 
plumes waved in the air. 

When Helge heard that Hring had declared 
war against him, he was overpowered with fear, 
and sent his sister Ingeborg for security to the 
grove of Balder, which was held sacred through- 
out the north. Violence had never been exer- 
cised within its enclosure, and he felt sure that 
she would be safe there against all the attempts 
of Hring and his soldiers. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

FRITHIOF AT GUESS. 

Frithiof was seated in his house at Framnas 
one day, playing chess with his friend Biorn, 
when his old instructor, Hilding, entered the 
room. Ho rose and extended his hand to the 
aged man in a cheerful and friendly way, and 
leading him to the seat of honour, begged him 
to refresh himself with a horn of sparkling mead, 
while he finished the game at which he was 
engaged. 

" I have come," said Hilding, " to reconcile 
thee to Helge and Halfdan. Their hearts aro 
filled with fear, for Hring has declared war 
against , them, and every one is expecting help 
from thee." 

" Guard your king, Biorn ! " said Frithiof. 
*^ A peasant might rescue him ; but a peasant 
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is of little consequence, and can easily be 
sacrificed." 

" Do not give way to defiance, my son/' con- 
tinued Hilding, who understood what these 
words meant. " The princes are too weak to 
fight against Hring, but they are too strong for 
thee ! " 

" You threaten my castle, Biom/' said Frithiof, 
smiling; "but never fear, it will be able to stand 
the storm/' 

" In Balder's temple/' continued Hilding, 
"Ingeborg weeps her life away. Do not her 
tears move thee ? " 

*' Biom," cried Frithiof, " are you chasing the 
queen who has been dearer than life to me since 
childhood ? I will rescue the jewel of the game, 
cost what it may ! " 

"Wilt thou not hear me, Frithiof?" demanded 
Hilding in a tone of expostulation. "Is thy 
foster-father to return without a reply, because 
you will not bring this foolish game to an 
end ? " 

At these words Frithiof rose hastily from his 
seat, and grasped the hand of his old friend. 
"Father," said he with deep emotion, "you 
have heard my firm resolve. Tell Beli's sons 
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that the man whose honour they have wounded 
will never become their slave and protect their 
country for them." 

" I have done my duty," replied Hilding after 
a short pause ; " but I blame thee not for thy 
decision. Odin will order all things for the 
best ! " 

So saying, he mounted his steed, and rodo 
slowly away. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE PARTING. 

DuBiNQ the next few days, Ingeborg wandered 
frequently towards the sea-shore, anxiously 
awaiting the return of Frithiof. At last her 
patience was rewarded; his dragon-ship appeared 
in sight through the branches of the trees which 
grew down to the water^s edge, and in a few 
moments he landed. 

''Welcome, welcome, Frithiof!" said she, ad- 
vancing to meet him; "but, alas, I read my 
doom in the sadness which sits upon thy 
brow!'' 

" Since we parted^ I have had to pass through 
shame and scorn, and even banishment. Seest 
thou not indignation as well as sadness on my 
brow?" 
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** Compose thyself, dearest Frithiof, and tell 
me what has happened." 

" Listen, then, Ingeborg," said the youth. " I 
went to the gathering of the people near thy 
father's grave. THe men of Norway stood in 
dense masses round the king, sword and buckler 
in hand. Helge, pale and gloomy, sat upon his 
throne, while Halfdau stood beside him playing 
with a sword, and looking like an overgrown 
boy. 

*' Making my way through the crowd, I pre- 
sented myself before Helge. * A dark thunder- 
cloud overhangs the land,' said I ; ' the eneiny is 
rapidly approaching the borders of your terri- 
toiy ; your kingdom is in the greatest danger. 
Therefore, King Helge, give me your sister in 
marriage, and my sword is at your service. Let 
the anger be forgotten which I have unwillingly 
cherished towards the brother of Ingeborg. 
Decide wisely, king, and save at once thy 
crown and thy sister's heart ! I offer to thee 
my hand in friendship, but I swear by Thor that 
the offer shall not be made a second time!' 
Cheers from all sides followed my words ; the 
clang of a thousand shields was heard, and the 
cry was raised by the multitude: 'Give him 
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Ingeborg, the most beautiful lily that blooms 
in our valleys. Remember,' king, he wields 
a mighty sword. Give him thy sister!' Our 
old and venerable instructor, the silver-bearded 
Hilding, advanced, and spoke in words of per- 
suasion and eloquence on my behalf, and was 
followed by Halfdan. But my appeal, though 
supported by the shouts of the multitude and 
the exhortations of Hilding and Halfdan, was 
quite in vain. Helge's countenance renlained 
as unmoved as is the naked rock by the heat of 
the summer's sun; nothing could draw forth 
from him a word of friendship or reconciliation. 
At ladt he rose. 

" * I might perhaps,' said he in a scornful tone, 
* have given my sister to the son of a yeoman, 
but never shall a blasphemer of the temples of 
the gods win her hand. — ^I demand of you, 
Frithiof,' said he, * an answer to this questions 
Did you not, under cover of the night, force an 
entrance into Balder's temple in defiance of the 
law? Yes or no!' 

** From all sides arose a shout : * Say no, Frithiof! 
Say no ! We believe your word. Say no, and 
Ingeborg is yours.' — * The happiness of my life,' 
•flaid I, ' hangs on a single word ; but think not^ 
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king, that I will utter falsehood, either for 
the joys of Valhalla or the happiness of earth; 
It is true that I entered Balder's sanctuary and 
spoke with Ingeborg, but the sacred soil was 
not defiled by my * presence. In prayer we 
bowed ourselves at the altar, and resolved 
solemnly that I should come here to-day and 
liiake an offer of peace.' 

** No sooner had I said this, than a murmur 
of horror arose from the vast assembly. The 
faces that a moment before were radiant with 
joy, grew pale as ashes, and every one drew back 
from me as though my breath were pestilenca 
Every tongue seemed paralysed with terror, and 
Helge saw that he had gained the victory. 
With a deep hollow voice he cried : * According 
to the laws of our forefathers, I have the right 
to punish you with banishment or death. But 

1 will follow the example of the god whose 
temple you have violated and disgraced. In the 
far west there lies a group of islands governed 
by Earl Angantyr. King Beli conquered him 
in war, and compelled him to pay tribute. But 
since our father's death the tribute has been 
withheld. Go to him, therefore, and demand it ! 
This is the punishment of your crime. It is 
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said/ he added with a sneer, * that Angantyr is 
close-fisted, and clings to his gold like the dragon 
Fasnir^ that was defeated and slain bj Sigurd. 
But who will venture to oppose the new dragon- 
slayer ? It will be a different feat from that of 
visiting a princess in Balder's sanctuary. We 
shall look for you next summer crowned with 
glory, and, above all things, bringing the tribute 
with you. Should you not succeed, the loss of 
your honour, and perpetual banishment from 
your native land, will be the penalty.' '' 

"WeH, Frithiof," inquired Ingeborg, "what is 
thy decision?" 

"What choice have I? I must redeem my 
honour, even if Angantyr has buried his gold 
in the sea. I shall sail this very night." 

" And wilt thou leave me V 

" No ; thou wilt follow me, Ingeborg," 

^* I cannot. It is impossible ! " 

"Listen to me, Ingeborg, before you decide. 
Thy clever brother seems to have forgotten that 
Angantyr was not only a friend of King Beli's, 
but also of my father's. He will perhaps give 
me what I ask without any hesitation, and 
should he refuse, I have a sharp persuader 
hanging at my side which will soon silence all 
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his opposition. I will then send the gold to 
Helge, and release myself and thee from the 
power of the kingly hypocrite. But we will not 
remain in the country where we have suffered 
so much« Let us seek a happier land far away 
in the sunny south, w^ere there are no storms^ 
and where we shall be free. Come, dearest, 
every word that we speak steals a moment from 
our happiness ! Look at EUida, how she flaps 
her eagle wings, and longs to bear us away over 
the sparkling wavea Come !*' 

'' Alas ! alas I I dare not follow thee.'" 

" Art thou not free, Ingeborg ? Thy father is 
in his grave." 

"0 Frithiof !" exclaimed the weeping maiden, 
" Helge is now my father. No woman, for the 
sake of happiness^ dare rend asunder bonds 
consecrated by the gods, no matter how tempting 
the prize may be, or however easy within her 
reach." 

"Is this, then, thy resolve V 

"Yes, Frithiof. I cannot and dare not act 
otherwise." 

" Farewell, then,Helge*s sister, fare thee well," 
said Frithiof, turning away, with his eyes cast to 
the earth. 
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"Frithiof! Frithiof!*' exclaimed Ingeborg, 
" canst thou leave me thus ? Canst thou part 
from the playmate and friend of thy youth 
without a grasp of the hand or a word of com- 
fort ? Thinkest thou that I lie upon a bed of 
roses here, and that I am throwing away my 
happiness without a thought? Can I pluck 
from my breast the hope that has been rooted 
there, without feeling the greatest agony ? Thy 
sorrow will be soon banished in the clamour and 
tumult of the world, but what help or comfort 
remains for me ? To whom can I pour out the 
griefs of my weary heart ? Thinking on thee, 
I shall weave broken lilies in my tapestry, 
till the coming spring sows lilies on my 



grave 



f" 



" Forgive me, Ingeborg," said the youth, ten- 
derly embracing her, " that my sorrow should 
have clothed itself in words of anger. Thou 
hast ever been my good angel, and thy pure 
nature has found the right path, I will go forth 
alone, but hope shall be my companion, and in 
the spring I will claim thee as my bride. Wear 
this bracelet in memory of our childhood's love. 
The wonders of the heavens are engraved upon 
it, and the ruby in the centre shines like the 
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sun. See how it beams on thy white arm like 
a glow-worm on a lily! Farewell, Ingeborg, 
Forget me not ! " 

They parted, and while the brave youth was 
borne over the waves on his perilous enterprise, 
Ingeborg returned sorrowfully to her lonely 
dwelling. 
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its cheering beams, and the sea became once 
more smooth. The eyes of the seamen were 
soon gladdened with the sight of the island 
over which Angantyr ruled ; but it was still far 
distant, and their strength was almost exhausted. 
Happily, however, a favourable breeze soon 
sprang up, and bore them on to their destina- 
tion. Frithiof and Biom carried several of the 
worn-out men to the shore in their arms, and 
having ordered provisions to be brought from 
the ship, the dangers of the voyage were soon 
forgotten in the enjoyment of a hearty meal 
around the fire which had been kindled on the 
sand. 
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CHAPTER XL 

THE HALL OF ANGANTYR. 

Angantyr was seated in the midst of liis war- 
riors in his castle near the sea, when Halvar^ 
who was keeping watch on the battlements, and 
emptying horn after horn of mead, suddenly 
exclaimed : ^' I see a ship approaching the shore ; 
they strike the sail, and now two of the men 
seem to be carrying their exhausted companions 
to land." 

Angantyr went to the window, and looked 
towards the sea. " That ship exactly resembles 
Ettida" said he, " and one of the men is the 
very image of my old companion, Thorsten, in 
height and manner. Does he not walk as if he 
were lord of the land ? " 

When the black-bearded Viking, Attle, who 
was seated at the table, heard this, his eyes 
began to glare, and the old pirate spirit was 
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aroused within him. "If it be Frithiof/' he 
exclaimed, "then I will soon see if he is as 
brave a man as people say/' With these words 
he rushed out of the hall, followed by a dozen 
warriors brandishing swords and spears in the 
greatest fury, and hastened towards the beach, 
where Frithiof sat with his followers around the 
fire. 

" It would be a trifle for me to kill you where 
you sit/' said the barbarous Attle to Frithiof, 
as soon as he got within hearing ; '^ but I will 
give you your choice, either to fight with me or 
flee. But if you beg for mercy, I will lead you 
as a friend to the castle of Angantyr." 

" Is this the way you receive those who have 
just escaped with their lives from the fiiry of 
the waves ? " replied Frithiof. " I have endured 
exposure and hardship for a long time, but 
though fatigued with toil, never will I beg for 
mercy;" and drawing his sword, on which the 
magic inscription glowed like fire, he fell upon 
his vain-glorious opponent. The struggle was 
so furious that both their shields were soon 
broken ; but disregarding that, they continued 
the fight with the greatest vigour, until Attle's 
sword suddenly snapped asunder with a loud 
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clang. " You are now defenceless, and I spare 
you," said Frithiof to his vanquished assailant, 
throwing down his sword ; " but I challenge you 
to wrestle with me unless you ask for mercy." 
Boiling with rage, Attle sprang at Frithiof like 
a wild beast upon its prey, and another violent 
struggle began. The ground trembled beneath 
the stamping of the combatants^ and their 
breasts heaved as though the armour would 
burst asunder, while the warriors around looked 
on in silent astonishment. At last the brave 
son of Thorsten succeeded in vanquishing his 
foe. ** Had I my sword here," said he, as ho 
knelt on the breast of Attle, " I would pierce 
you through and through, you black berserk I" 
" Go and fetch it, then ; I will not stir," 
replied the conquered man. "All brave men 
go to Valhalla. If I go to-day, you follow to- 



morrow." 



Excited with the heat of battle, Frithiof seized 
his sword, and brandished it over the head of 
his enemy; but as Attle did not move a muscle, 
the heart of the hero was stirred within him, 
and raising his sword, he gave Attle his hand, 
just as Halvar came in hot haste from the castle, 
waving a white staff high in the air. *^ Cease 
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your strife and combat," he cried, "and come 
with me. The earl awaits the stranger, and the 
banquet is growing cold ! " 

The two heroes who had just been struggling 
for life or death, obeyed the summons, and went 
to the castle, where Frithiof was heartily wel- 
comed by Angantyr. 

The appearance of the hall filled Frithiof with 
astonishment Instead of being covered with 
oaken planks, the walls were adorned with em- 
broidered leather, and ornamented with garlands 
of flowers. The spacious fire-place was of marble, 
the windows were of clear and coloured glass, 
the hall was lighted up at night with candles 
in massive silver candlesticks, and the table 
was covered with costly viands in silver dishes. 
Near the head of the table stood a roast deer 
with his horns surrounded with garlands, 
and his feet shod with gold. A silver arm- 
chair formed the seat of state, upon which sat 
Angantyr, clad in steel armour embossed with 
gold. His helmet was brilliant as the noonday 
sun, and from his shoulders fell a purple mantle 
adorned with silver stars. 

Angantyr rose to meet his guest, and ofiering 
him his hand, said: ''Many a goblet have I 
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drained in the companj of Thorsten, and right 
gladly do I shew honour and friendship to his 
son ! " With these words he led Frithiof to a 
seat on his right hand. 

. When they had both taken their seats, the 
earl called upon his warriors, who sat at the 
table with him, to fill their horns and cups, and 
drink to the memory of Thorsten. When this 
was done, the melody of harps arose, and the 
bards sang the glorious deeds of Thorsten till 
the beams rang with the music. 

Angantyr then began to inquire of his guest 
about the heroes of Northland, to which Frithiof 
made answer in a modest and sensible way, 
carefully and wisely distributing praise and 
blame. He related the story of his voyage, and 
described the storm, and the sea-furies that had 
pursued him, in such vivid language, that the 
earl rewarded him with smiles of pleasure, and 
the warriors around the board frequently inter- 
rupted him with shouts of applause. Angantyr 
then asked the young man the object of his 
journey, and Frithiof frankly told him the story 
of his love for Ingeborg, the haughty spirit of 
Helge, and the punishment which he had laid 
upon him. " The reason of my long journey," 
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said he in conclusion, '4s to demand, on behalf 
of Helge and his brother, the tribute which you 
always paid to their father." 

" I have never acknowledged any man as my 
master," replied Angantyr calmly. *' I am free, 
and so are my people who live with me in the 
midst of the seas. The money I gave to Beli 
was a token of friendship, not of subjection. 
Of his sons I know nothing. But if they want 
tribute, they had better come and ask for it at 
the sword's point, and they will get the right 
answer. You are welcome to my house, Frithiof, 
for your father was my oldest friend." 

So saying, he beckoned to his daughter, who 
sat near him on a golden seat. She went to 
her chamber, and returned with a purse, which 
she handed to her father. The purse was 
beautifully embroidered, and adorned with gold 
and precious' stonea Angantyr filled it with 
gold pieces, and handing it to his guest, said : 
'' Take this as a token of welcome, brave son of 
Thorsten, and do with it what you like, but of 
Helge's demands I take no notice. I have only 
one request to make to you ; it is this : remain 
here as my guest till spring returns. Courage 
is good, and rescues man from many dangers ; 
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but do not venture rashly with your Ellida to 
tempt the stormy sea. There are many sea- 
furies much mightier than those with whom you 
have had to struggle 1 '* 

"Let it be as you say," replied Frithiof, 
grasping the friendly hand of his host. " I will 
spend thef winter here." 
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CHAPTER XI I. 

frithiof's retuen. 

The winter was over, and the groves and woods, 
the hills and meadows, were again covered with 
verdure and flowers; and after thanking his 
noble friend for the reception he had met with, 
Frithiof bade him farewell, and set sail home- 
wards, borne joyfully by Ellida over the blue 
and sparkling sea. 

Six times had the sun risen and set, and on 
the morning of the seventh day, the ship was 
near her destination. Filled with longing and 
anxiety, Frithiof rose early from his couch, and 
went on deck. His eyes were soon gladdened 
with the sight of his native land wrapped in the 
mists of early morning, and his ears caught the 
sweet melody of the mountain streams. EUida 
flew like a bird over the dancing waves, and 
the fresh west wind which filled the sails sounded 
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like the song of nightingales. Just as the first 
rays of the sun shone on sea and land, the ship 
glided into the bay. "When we have passed 
this green forest of beeches/' said Frithiof to 
Biom, " Framnas will greet me ! '' How his 
heart beat, and his eyes sparkled ! But what 
was that ? What had taken place ? The ground 
on which Frithiof's ancestral home had stood 
was a barren desert ! Could his senses be 
deceiving him ? He rubbed his eyes, and looked 
again at the well-known spot. But a second 
glance confirmed his suspicions; neither the 
dwelling-house nor any of the other buildings 
were to be seen; only a tall and blackened 
chimney stood gaunt and grim above the desola- 
tion. Everything had been destroyed by fire, 
^nd reduced to ashes ! ^ 

Ellida was moored, and Frithiof went silently 
on land, and visited the scene of ruin. Stones 
and charred beams lay in heaps, the fruit- 
trees spread abroad their withered branches all 
around, the graves had been destroyed, and the 
bones of heroes lay scattered about like rubbish. 
Frithiof stood petrified in the midst of the 
dreadful waste. The hound which had often 
rendered him faithful service in his adventures 



76 THE STORY OF FRITHIOF. 

with wild bears, came barking with joy, and 
sprang upon him. From the valley came also 
his favourite white horse, and trotted up to him 
with every sign of pleasure. He stroked the 
dog, and patted the neck of the noble steed, 
but remained as silent and gloomy as before. 
At length, he observed his old gray-haired 
friend and teacher, the sage Hilding, approach- 
ing with a sad countenance. Groing to meet 
him, he grasped his hand with the words: 
"Welcome, father Hilding, to the ruins of 
Framnas!" Then he continued in a bitter 
tone : '' I ought not to be surprised at what I 
behold. Do not the boys always invade the 
eagle's nest when it is far away ? This is the 
way that King Helge protects his subjects ! this 
is how he performs the duty of a sovereign ! 
My rage at him is greater than my regret for 
what I have lost I But before all things, tell 
me, father, where is Ingeborg?" 

''My son," replied Hilding, "my answer will 
but increase your rage. Listen, and I will tell 
you all that has happened. Scarcely were you 
away, when King Hring feU upon the country 
with a force five times mightier than ours. We 
met at DissarthaL The battle was fierce, and 
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the stream was red with blood. Halfdan joked 
and laughed in his usual way, but fought so 
bravely that it was a sight to look at him. 
Twice did my shield protect him from deadly 
wounds. We should have gained the day, 
but Helge was seized with fear, and took to 
flight. When the people saw the prince flee, 
whose ancestors reached back as far as the 
gods, they lost their courage, threw away their 
weapons, and fled too. In his flight, Helge set 
fire to your house. Hring then gave the 
brothers their choice, either to lose their crowns 
and people, or to give him Ingeborg to wife. 
Messengers went to and fro, and the end was 
that Ingeborg became Hring's queen/' 

Frithiof laughed wildly. "Who," he ex- 
claimed, ''dare speak to me of the fidelity of 
woman, when she, who was like the goddess 
Nanna, has proved false to me ? I begin to hate 
the whole human race ; the sea shall have blood 
to the full, for I will cut down every one that 
comes in my way ! " 

"Son,'' replied Hilding, filled with sorrow, 
"control yourself; make not your sorrows 
greater by sinning against the innocent ! Com- 
plain to the goddess of fate, whose decision has 
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been against you. What Ingeborg suffered is 
known to me only. Before others, she was 
dumb like the turtle-dove bemoaning the loss 
of her mate, or like the seal pierced by the 
deadly arrow, which plunges into the sea to 
bleed silently to death in its cool depths. 
' Balder/ said she, ^ demands a victim, because, 
when Frithiof defiled his sanctuary, I did not 
turn away from him in horror. By his decree 
must I die^ but not suddenly. Sorrow and 
remorse must silently consume me. I resign 
myself to the divine sentence; but tell no one 
what I suffer ; I ask for sympathy from none, 
only let Frithiof receive from your mouth the 
last farewell of the departed ! ' 

" When the marriage-day arrived (0 that I 
had never lived to see it !), a procession of white- 
robed viigins came to the temple of Balder, led 
by a company of harpers, whose songs pierced 
the hearts of all with sorrow. In their midst 
was the princess, sitting on a black horse, like a 
spirit on the storm-cloud. I lifted her from the 
steed, and led her pale and trembling to the 
altar. In a loud tone she proclaimed her assent, 
but followed it with such a sorrowful and de- 
spairing cry to Balder, that tears burst from the 
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eyes of all the beholders. She alone remained 
tearless. Helge saw the bracelet on her arm, 
your gift, and with an angry frown tore it from 
her, and placed it on the arm of the god. I was 
filled with such rage that I drew my sword and 
rushed towards him, and King Helge would 
have fallen at my feet the next moment, even in 
that holy spot, had not Ingeborg prevented it. 
' Preserve your hand and sword in purity,' she 
exclaimed; 'my brother might well have spared 
me this, but the heart can suffer much before it 
breaks. I shall be righted some day ! * " 

" Yea, Ingeborg," exclaimed Frithiof, glowing 
with sorrow and indignation, '' thou hast spoken 
truly ; thou shalt be righted ! Odin will avenge 
thee, and by the hand of maa He has called 
me hither to be thine avenger ! Is not this 
Balder's feast of the longest day ; that is always 
solemnised by Helge? Thou crowned priest, 
that hast played away thy sister, that hast 
stolen my bride from me — to-day shalt thou 
stand face to face with her avenger ! " 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE BURNING OF BALDER's TEMPLE. 

It was midnight ; but the crimson rays of the 
sun, which, in the height of summer, never sets 
in the far north of Scandinavia, lay scattered 
upon the hills. It was neither night nor day ; 
an appalling twilight reigned around. 

The great annual feast was being solemnised 
in Bauer's temple. The altar-flames towered 
aloft, pale and white-bearded priests stirred up 
the embers, and the brilliant sparks darted forth. 
Helge stood before the altar, attired in his royal 
robes. 

Suddenly a loud crash of weapons was heard 
by the startled worshippers, followed by the 
cry: *'Biom, guard the entrance! Let none 
escape ; strike to the ground whoever tries to 
get in or out ! " 

Helge grew pale ; for he knew the voice too 
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welL The next instant Frithiof entered, and 
advanced towards him. ''You sent me to 
Angantyr for his tribute," said he. " I have 
brought it ; but there must be a combat between 
us for life or death,, for which the flames of 
Balder's altar shall give us light. Undefended 
by shields, we will fight at the sword's point. 
As king, it is fitting that you should have the 
first stroke, but I — mark it well — I have the 
second! Look not for any chance of escape, 
for you are caught like a wolf in a trap. Think 
about Framnas, that you burnt ta the ground ; 
and of Ingeborg's cheeks, which you have made 
pale as death ! ** 

Unable longer to control himself, Frithiof 
took the bag of gold from his girdle, and hurled 
it at the king's head. Stunned and blinded by 
the shock, Helge fell down upon the steps of the 
altar, while blood and foam flowed from his 
mouth. He breathed heavily once or twice, 
and then became senseless. 

" Wretched coward ! " exclaimed Frithiof, 
*' can you not bear the weight of your own 
gold I My sword ia too good for such a craven. 
Little honour would it gain from an encounter 
with such a contemptible foe ! — Venture not to 
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brandish your knives, ye pale priests of the 
moonlight, or ye are doomed! Our weapons 
are thirsting for blood ! — God of Light ! " said 
lie, raising his eyes to the image of Balder, 
** look not so gloomily down upon me ! " As he 
spoke, he saw his parting gift to Ingeborg on 
the arm of the god, and his anger burst forth 
again. " Not for thee did Vaulund work that 
golden bracelet," he exclaimed. "Be good 
enough to restore it to me ! " 

So saying, Frithiof stretched out his hand to 
take the ring ; but it fitted the arm of the god 
so tightly, that the violent jerk which removed 
it overturned Balder, who fell into the fire that 
was burning before him, and was soon in a 
blaze. 

Leaping from rafter to rafter, the flames soon 
got possession of the temple, while Frithiof 
stood for a moment paralysed and speechless 
with horror. Turning to Biom, who kept watch, 
he cried: " Open the doors of the temple and let 
every one depart; the festival is over ! Let water 
be brought to put out the fire ! " 

A line of men was soon formed from the 
temple to the sea, and buckets passed rapidly 
from hand to hand under the orders of Frithiof, 
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who had sprung on to the roof, whither, as if in 
revenge, the flames were greedily foUowing him. 
But all the efforts of Frithiofs men and the 
priests of the temple were in vain. The flames 
rose higher and higher, and the molten gold 
from the roof trickled down upon the hot sand. 

'*A11 is lost!'* exclaimed the awe-stricken 
crowd, and while the people stood in helpless 
bewilderment, the wind sprang up and carried 
the flames to the high trees surrounding the 
temple, which, parched by the summer heat, 
soon fell victims to the devouring element. The 
roaring flames spread from bough to bough, and 
from tree to tree, till the whole grove %vas 
consumed. 

When the morning broke, nothing was left of 
Balder's temple and the sacred grove but a heap 
of smouldering ashes. 



84 THB STOBY OP PBITHIOP. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE BANISHMENT OP PRITHIOP. 

Sitting on the deck of his ship, on the following 
morning, Frithiof surveyed with a gloomy 
countenance the ruin he had made, from 
which columns of black smoke towered aloft to 
heaven. Tears fell from his eyes as he thought 
of all that had happened, and he thus gave vent 
to the feelings that agitated his bosom : 

" Woe, woe to me ! yon rising smoke 
Shall Odin's vengeful wrath invoke. 
By Helge banished, once I fled 
For durance short — ^then hither sped. 
Now far from hence again I roam, 
Nor ever here find friend or home. 
Be fhon my refuge, sparkling sea ! 
My dragon-ship shall bear me free 
From land to land o'er thy bright waves— 
EUida claims me, welcomes, saves : 
No other home can I e'er know ; 
In ashes now lies Framnas low. 
My bride art thou of sable hue, 
Than Ingeborg more fair, more true. 
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Thou ridest o'er the waves so free, 
No kingly craft shall conquer thee ; 
Thou own'st no master, save the storm 
By thunder-cloud above thee borne ; 
£*en then thou heavest thy white breast, 
And smiling seek'st again thy rest 
Thou shalt my home, my shelter be, 
Till death from tyrants sets me free ; 
Nor shall earth's bed then be my grave, 
My bones shall rest beneath the wave, 
Its billows chant the funeral song 
Of Frithiof, once the brave, the strong/' 

"Look there, Frithiof,'* said Biom, shaking 
liim from his reverie ; " there comes Helge to 
speak a few words to us before we go, in revenge 
for the destruction of Balder's temple." 

Springing to his feet, Frithiof saw ten dragon- 
ships approaching, and gave orders to his men 
to prepare for battle. His orders were received 
with shouts of joy. " Helge is weary of his 
crown ! " they exclaimed. " His ruin is certain 
if Frithiof leads us on against him. He is 
longing for the dainties of Valhalla." 

Helge came nearer and nearer, and tried to 
surround Frithiof with his ships ; when, to the 
astonishment of Frithiof and his men, they 
suddenly sank one after another, and it was 
with great difficulty that Helge saved himself 
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by running his ship ashore ; while Biom turned 
to Frithiof, and said with a smile : *' I went on 
board, and scuttled all Helge's ships last night. 
Everything has happened just as I wished; 
only, unfortunately, he has made his escape." 

Hoisting his sail, Frithiof made for the open 
sea. As the land began to fade from his view, 
he took farewell in the following strains : 

" Star of the earth, 

far-famed North ! 
From thee I rove, 

From home and hearth. 
Land of my birth, 

Thy praise I 'II teU ; 
Nurse of the brave, 

Farewell, farewell ! 

Valhalla's might, 

Exalted throne ; 
Eye of the night. 

Midsummer's sun ; 
Sky, blue and clear ; 

Ye stars that dwell 
In polar fields. 

Farewell, farewell ! 

Ye rugged coasts, 

Where fame was won, 
Where storms have raged 

Hound Thor*s old throne ; 
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And deep green seas, 

With crag and fell ; 
Bold cliffs and heights, 

Farewell, farewell ! 

Ye graves and mounds 

Beside the sea, 
With blossoms sweet 

Of linden tree ; 
Where legends oft 

The deeds reveal 
Which earth would hide, 

Farewell, farewell 1 

Farewell, ye groves 

And homestead dear ; 
Ye hills and vales. 

Springs bright and clear ; 
Friend of my youth, . 

Pride of the dell, 
Source of my dreams. 

Farewell, farewell I 

My love despised. 

Homeless, forlorn. 
Outlawed, pursued. 

Of honour shorn ; 
My land I leave, 

Where dear ones dwell, 
Joys of my life, 

Farewell, farewell I '* 
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CHAPTER XV. 

FBITHIOF BECOMES A VIKING. 

Banished for ever from the land of his child- 
hood and the home of his fathers, Frithiof gave 
himself up to all the excitement and danger 
of a sea-rover's life, in company with Biorn and 
a crew of brave and hardy warriors, to whom 
he gave the following laws : 

''A tent shall never be seen on board the 
ship, nor shall any man dare to sleep in the 
cabin. The Viking must sleep on the deck, 
his sword by his side, his shield for a pillow, 
and the blue heavens for his covering. Let 
your swords be short as the shaft of Thor's 
hammer; the foe can never come too near. 
When the storm rises high, spread out the sail ; 
to the true Viking it is a joy to dash across the 
billows when the storm-wind lashes them to 
fury; the coward shall be banished who lifts 
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his hand to the sail in the storm. Wine is the 
drink of the gods ; enjoy it without stint, but 
beware of excess: he who falls on land may 
easily rise again, but the man that stumbles on 
the ship's deck falls an easy prey to the deceit- 
ful goddess Ran. Protect the merchant's ship 
upon the sea, if he pays the tribute you levy. 
We are the lords of the waves ; but the mer- 
chant is a slave to his gains, and your steel is 
not worth less than his gold. The booty shall 
be divided by lot ; let every one submit to its 
decision without murmur: the sea-king seeks 
no share in the spoil, the glory that he wins is 
reward enough for him. When you attack a 
Viking's ship, board it at once with war to the 
knife; he that shrinks back a hair's-breadth 
is unworthy of our eompany. In victory be 
always generous; he that throws down his arms 
and asks for quarter ceases to be your enemy, 
and he is a scoundrel that refuses to spare a 
defenceless man. Wounds are the glory and 
boast of the Viking, especially wounds on the 
breast and brow ; but he that binds his wounds 
before the fight is over^ shall be banished from 
the ship." 

Such were the laws that Frithiof gave to his 



90 THE STOEY OF FBITHIOF. 

men, and they were obeyed like the commands 
of Odin. Many and desperate were their fights 
as they sailed from sea to sea ; none were able 
to resist their impetuous bravery, and their 
fame soon spread far over sea and land. 

But even this success did not satisfy the soul 
of Frithiof, or drive away the melancholy that 
weighed down his spirits. Often, when the 
vessel was becalmed, he was seen, with a gloomy 
countenance, leaning over the stem, and looking 
down into the depths of the ocean that lay 
beneath him. But when a fight took place^ 
his eye flashed with its old fire, the wrinkles 
vanished from his brow, and with dauntless 
courage he led his men on to victory. 

For three years Frithiof had sailed the seas 
of the north and west, and afterwards of the 
south, when his dragon-ship east anchor one 
day on the shores of Greece. He gazed with 
astonishment and delight at the splendid sights 
that met his eye wherever he turned his gaze^ 
The ruins of the glorious old temples surrounded 
with fragrant groves filled him with wonder. 
All that he had heard from his father of the 
meadowsy valleys, and mountains of Greece had 
remained like a dream in his mind; now the 
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dream was fulfilled. This was the country to 
which he once wished to flee with Ingeborg 
from the power of Helge ; here he had hoped to 
lay the foundations of a happy home. But the 
noble princess had refused his prayer with tears 
and lamentation. As he gazed on the wondrous 
scene, and thought of all the past, the longing 
to return home came over him with overwhelm- 
ing force. He revisited, in thought, the hills 
and valleys of the north, and the seas on whose 
shores he had wandered with Ingeborg. "Why," 
said he to himself, "should I wander about in 
these distant seas, and sport with blood? I 
Iiave fought long enough for glory, and gold is 
not worth fighting for. My flag waves north- 
ward, and points to the land of my youth. Ofl^, 
Ellidat Follow the heaven-sent direction ! " 



92 THE STO&T OF FBITHIOF. 



CHAPTER XVL 

FBITHIOF VISITS KINO HRINO. 

EiKO Hrino sat in the midst of his court, one 
evening in midwinter, celebrating the Yule feast. 
By his side at the head of the table sat his 
queen Ingeborg, looking like the young spring, 
while he resembled the cold autumn. The hall 
resounded with laughter and merriment, and 
the horns of inead passed rapidly from hand to 
hand. 

While they were thus engaged, an old man 
entered the hall, and took the seat close to the 
door, which was always placed ready for poor 
travellers. He was covered from head to foot 
in a bear-skin mantle ; and, although he leaned 
on a staff for support, he was taller than any of 
the warriors that surrounded the board. 

His strange appearance soon attracted the 
attention of the courtiers^ who smiled at each 
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other, and pointed with scorn at* the shaggy 
stranger. One of the young men, ready for a 
frolic, came towards him wishing to sport with 
the old man for the amusement of his com- 
panions. The stranger's eye glistened brightly, 
and seizing the venturesome youth like a piece 
of wood, he turned him over on his head, and then 
placed him on his feet again without doing him 
any harm. This proof of his strength was quite 
sufScient to make the rest give up the idea of 
trifling with him. 

"Who is making all that noise down there V* 
demanded the king. ^* Come here, old man I 
Who are you? What has brought you here? 
Where do you come from ? " 

" You ask a great many questions, king," 
replied the stranger; "but I will answer all, 
except my name — ^that belongs to me alone. I 
was brought up in sorrow. Distress is my 
inheritance ; and my last dwelling-place was a 
wolf's cava On the back of a winged dragon 
I flew rapidly here from a distant land. My 
dragon lies frozen on your coast, and I have 
grown old, and make salt on the sea-shore. I 
came to your house to hear the wisdom that is 
praised so highly, and when one of your young 
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men tried to make sport with me, I silenced 
him by a turn of my hand." 

" You certainly know how to talk," said the 
king, '' and as wisdom teaches us to revere the 
aged, come and take a seat by my side. But 
first take off your disguise, and let us see what 
you are like, for secrecy always destroys cheer- 
fulness." 

Yielding ready obedience to the king's wish, 
the stranger threw off his shaggy dress, and the 
company was surprised to see a blooming young 
man, his clear forehead surrounded by locks 
which fell like a mass of gold upon his broad 
shoulders, from which hung a blue velvet 
mantle. He wore a broad silver girdle adorned 
with representations of wild animals, and on his 
arm were several rings of massive gold, while 
by his side hung a bright sword. Beautiful 
as Balder, he looked as strong as the iron- 
handed Thor. 

The blood rushed to the pale cheeks of the 
queen at the sight of the stranger ; her blush 
was like that of snow-fields illumined by the 
northern lights, and her bosom heaved with 
deep emotion. 

Suddenly the blast of horns was heard 
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summoning the guests to silence ; and in honour 
of Frey, the god of harvest, a hoar crowned with 
garlands was carried into the hall on a large 
silver dish, and placed on the board before the 
king. 

Laying his hands on the boar's head, Hring 
rose from his seat, and in a loud voice addressed 
the company. " Hear my vow !" he exclaimed. 
" I swear that I will conquer Frithiof, although 
he is so strong ; for Odin, Thor, and Frey are 
on my side ! " 

With a smile of scorn on his noble counten- 
ance, the stranger started from his seat, and 
struck the table with his sword so violently that 
all the warriors sprang to their feet. " Listen, 

king, to my oath ! " said he. " Frithiof, whom 
you have sworn to conquer, is a relative of 
mine, and my trusted friend. I swear that I 
will defend him, by the help of the Nome, and 
my good sword ! " 

The king smiled. " You speak boldly, 
stranger/' he replied; "but speech is free in 
the halls of the kings of the north. Fill the 
horn with wine, queen, and give it to him. 

1 hope he will remain my guest while the winter 
lasts." 
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Filling the horn, which was one of the 
treasures of the house, and richly ornamented 
with gold, Ingeborg, with eyes cast to the 
ground, offered it to the young man. She 
trembled so much that some of the wine was 
spilt, and the red drops ran over her white 
handy which looked like a lily made purple by 
the rays of the setting sun. With a cheerful 
countenance the guest put the horn to his 
mouth, and emptied it at one long draught. 

Thus the old king shewed honour to the 
stranger, and all his men were glad that he was 
of such a merry turn. Hring then beckoned 
to the minstrels^ and a burst of melody filled 
the hall. Songs were sung of friendship and 
love, of freedom and fatherland, and the joys of 
Valhalla ; and often did the warriors find their 
hands stealing to their sword-hilts as deeds of 
bravery and adventure were celebrated. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THE JOURNEY ON THE ICE. 

'' Let us take a sledge-ride across the sea/' said 
the king one day ; and a servaat went instantly 
to the stable, loosed one of the stamping horses, 
and yoked him to the beautiful sledge, the seat 
of which was covered with soft and glossy seal* 
skina 

'^ The sea is unsafe in many parts," said the 
stranger; "were the ice to break, you would 
have a cold bath." 

"A king is not drowned so easily/' said 
Hring) with a scornful smile. " Those that are 
frightened can crawl along the shore." 

Without making any reply to the taunt, the 
guest stooped down and hastily fastened on his 
skates. 

The horse snorted^ and neighed loudly. 
** Step out ! " cried the king to his noble 
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steed. "Shew us whether you are descended 
from Odin's stud ! " 

The sledge, with its royal party, swept across 
the glassy sea with the swiftness of the storm- 
wind, and delighted the old king, who paid no 
attention to the fear and anxiety of his young 
wife. But, although they drove so fast, the 
stranger not only kept near, but skated round 
them in wide circles. Hring's pleasure was, 
however, soon brought to an end. The sea- 
goddess. Ran, always bent upon evil, broke 
through the silver covering of her dwelling, and 
horse and sledge plunged suddenly into the icy 
water. Fleet as the wind came the stranger to 
the rescue. Digging his skates into the ice, 
he seized the horse by the mane, and, with a 
gigantic effort, drew horse and sledge on to the 
ice again. 

** Stranger!" exclaimed the king, "you de- 
serve praise for your strength. Even Frithiof 
himself couldn't have done better. Let us go 
home again." 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

FRITHIOF'S TEMPTATION. 

The spring had come again. The song of the 
birds resounded through the leafy trees ; the 
streams, released from the icy grasp of winter, 
careered lustily through the valleys ; and the 
roses, bursting from their tender buds, looked 
like the cheeks of Friga. 

With the return of the genial season, the 
desire for hunting awoke in the breast of Hring. 
No sooner was the king's wish made known, 
than shouts of delight were heard through the 
palace, and a joyous crowd assembled round the 
gates. The bows and quivers rattled; fiery 
steeds stamped the ground ; the hooded falcons 
screamed for the prey ; and the huntsmen could 
scarcely control the excitement of their hounds. 

The queen joined the company, and as she 
sat on a white horse, like a star on the edge of 
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a cloud, it was hard to say whether she most 
resembled the goddess Friga, or the lightning- 
eyed Rota, the fury of the battle-field. She 
wore a green embroidered hunting-dress, and 
her hat was adorned with blue feathers. 

At the head of the hunting-party the king 
and queen rode into the woods, which lost for a 
time their quiet and solitude. The barking of 
the dogs^ and the screaming of the falcons, as 
they rose in the sky, were heard on every side ; 
and the wild animals, starting from their lairs, 
sought the farthest recesses of the forest. The 
company was soon scattered here and there, 
and the old king, unable to keep up with them, 
was left far behind. Sad at heart, and thinking 
of the great sorrow of his life, the stranger rode 
beside him, but not a word was exchanged 
between them. They soon reached a hollow 
in the woods, surrounded on three sides with 
trees and bushes ; and getting off his horse, the 
king said he was tired, and would lie down to 
sleep for a little while. 

" Wilt thou sleep on the hard cold ground, 
king?'' said the stranger. "Would it not be 
better to return to the castle ?" 

'* Quiet and unexpected as is the custom of 
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the gods/' replied the king, *' sleep draws near 
to us. Will my guest not grant me one short 
hour's slumber ? " 

Making no further objection, the stranger 
took off his blue cloak, spread it on the ground, 
and sat down at the foot of a beech tree, while 
the king rested his gray head on his guest's 
lap. His eyes closed, and he soon slept like a 
warrior after a hard fight, or as a child in its 
mother's arms. 

While the stranger gazed thoughtfully at the 
king's face, he heard a rustling in the branches 
overhead, and looking up, saw a raven, which 
thus addressed him : 

** Hasten, Frithiof, strike thy rival ; 
End with one sharp blow the strife. 
Take the queen ; prepare thy bridal ; 
Claim thy once betrothed as wife. 

Here no homan eye can see thee ; 

Silence reigns within the grave : 
Be a hero ; end the straggle ; 

Sail wi^ Ing'borg o'er the wave I " 

Scarcely was the song ended, when it was 
taken up by a white bird on the next tree : 
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" Though no human eye can see it» 
Odin marks the deadly aim. 
Coward ! wilt thou slay the sleeper^ 
Through the helpless earn thy fame ? 

Though thou win the youth and beauty, 

Glory thou can'st never win. 
Frithiof, rouse thee ; know thy duty I 

Flee temptation ; shun the sin ! " 

Thus the two birds sang and stirred the soul 
of the listener to its •inmost depths, and drawing 
his sword hastily from its sheath, he flung it 
from him as far as he could. Upon this the bird 
of evil omen flapped its wings violently, and 
flew away to the realm of jiight, in which the 
perjured and the murderers dwell; but the 
flight of the white bird sounded like the soft 
music of the harp, and the stranger followed it 
with his eye until it was lost to view in the 
light of heaven. 

Soon afterwards the king awoke. *'This 
sleep/' said he, " has refreshed me very much. 
It is refreshing to lie down in the shade, and 
rest under the protection of a brave man's sword. 
But, stranger," he continued, looking at the 
empty sheath, '* where is the sword that you 
called the * Brother of Lightning ? ' I thought 
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you could never be parted from it. Tell me who 
has separated you ? " 

" That matters little," was the reply. ** There 
are plenty of swords in the north. It is not 
always well, king, to have a sword too near, 
for its tongue is sharp, and it knows nothing of 
peace. A dark spirit from Loki's kingdom 
dwells in the steel, that respects neither slumber 
nor gray hairs." 

"Learn, then, young man," replied the king, 
" that I have not slept. I wished to try you. 
A wise man never trusts himself to an unknown 
person or an untried sword. You are Frithiof ! 
The old man knew you the moment you crossed 
his threshold. But now, let us speak plainly 
together. For what other reason did you steal 
into my house disguised and nameless, except 
to rob me of my queen ? When was it ever' 
known that an honourable man came unknown 
as a guest? No, Frithiof; an honourable man 
must look every one openly in the face, his shield 
must be bright and stainless as the sun itself. 
Beport spoke to me of one Frithiof, a terror 
both to gods and men, who violated temples, 
and split shields in twain, and was the most 
devastating warrior that had ever been heard 
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of. I expected him at the head of an armed 
host, and lo ! he came disguised as a beggar. 
Why do you cast your eyes to the ground? 
Have I not also been young, and can I not 
imagine everything that passed through your 
sold ? I know well the fiery glow of youth, and 
how it longs to put forth its strength and feed 
its courage in the fight. I have thought much 
of you, Frithiof. I have put you to a severe 
test, and now receive my forgiveness. I have 
grown an old man, and the grave will soon close 
over me. To you I leave my country and my 
queen. Till then, be my son, and protect my 
house as you have done hitherto, and let there 
be no more enmity between U8»" 

" I <;ame not to thy house as a thief, king," 
answered Frithiof gloomily. " Had I come here 
to carry away Ingeborg, where is the man that 
could have prevented me ? I only wished once 
more to see the bride of my youth ; and what 
torment has the sight renewed in my soul ! I 
have remained h<ere too long, and stay as your 
guest no longer. The curse of the gods rests 
upon my head. Even the mild god, Balder, who 
loves all men, hates me« It was I that burnt his 
temple. Men call me a wolf in the sanctuary. 
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and at the sound of my name the children flee 
to their mother's knee, and the merry gathering 
becomes silent as the grava I will stay no 
longer on the land that rises to cast out the 
reprobate. Ellida, thou hast rested long enough ! 
Let us away to the wild and stormy sea ! Thou 
shalt spread thy broad wings once more, and 
bathe thy sable bosom in the salt flood. I have 
lost everything on earth; on the sea, in the 
howUng of the storm, and amid the clashing of 
swords, I shall be once more at rest. Thus will 
I live till I fall in the heat of battle, and ascend 
purified to the halls of Valhalla 1 " 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

THE DEATir OF KING HBING. 

Hring was seated in the hall upon his chair of 
state, surrounded by his warriors, with Ingeborg 
beside him, who was pale and agitated by the 
news she had just heard, when Frithiof slowly 
entered and approached the king. 

" You see me here, my friends/' said he, " for 
the last time. This is the last day that I shall 
spend upon the land. Henceforth, until the 
Nome summons me, my home shall be the 
boundless sea. Take back the ring, Ingeborg, 
that was thy last memorial of me I But go not 
to the sea-shore when the pale moon shines, and 
the twinkling light of the stars falls upon the 
earth, for the waves may wash to thy feet the 
bleached skeleton of Frithiof ! " 

"Speak not thus, Frithiof!" exclaimed the 
king. " Complaints like these may be forgiven 
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in a trembling girl, but they do not become a 
man. The death-song has long been sounding 
for me, but not for thee. I must leave the earth, 
but thou wilt remain. Take my kingdom and 
govern it. Take Ingeborg to thyself, and be a 
father to my boy. 

" During my reign," he continued, ^' I hs^ve 
always loved peace, and have lived happily in 
my palace with my friends around me ; but 
whenever my crown or my honour was attacked, 
I seized the war-shield and went forth to battle 
by land or sea. No one ever saw me turn pale, 
and attended by victory I returned home. But 
the life of an old man has no enjoyment, and it 
is not harder for me to die than to live. Death 
by the sword is honourable, but to die of sick- 
ness like a coward is not the end that Hring 
will choose for himself." 

With these words the king drew his sword 
and plunged it into his breast. While the blood 
flowed from the wound, he called for the drinking- 
horn : " To thee I drink, thou glorious North- 
land ! " he exclaimed. " Hail ! thou land of my 
birth. Hail ! ye gods and heroes in Valhalla ! " 

None in the hall gave vent to their sorrow, 
that the last moments of the dying king might 
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not be disturbed. Hring sank back on his 
chair, reached his hand for the last i;im€ to 
Ingeborg, greeted his friends and his son, and 
was no more. 

The whole land was plunged in mourning; 
and amid the lamentations of his people, the 
good old king was laid in the grave, and tha 
harpers sang the story of his life. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE ELECTION OF A EINQ. 

Upon the death of a king, the people were 
accustomed to meet together to elect his suc- 
cessor. In accordance with this custom, mes* 
sengers were sent through the country, after 
Hring's burial, to call the people from far and 
near to the election. The summons filled every 
house in the land with bustle and excitement ; 
and the men looked at their swords, while their 
wives polished their shields and helmets ; and 
in a few days the nation was gathered together 
like a great army to the place of meeting. 

By the side of the large council-stone stood 
Frithiof, holding by the hand Hring's son, a 
boy with golden hair. 

"The prince is too young!" murmured the 
crowd ; " he can neither lead us in battle, nor 
sit as judge on the council-stone.'' 

Raising the boy on his shield in the presence 
of the gathered nation, Frithiof exclaimed : 
" Behold your king ! He is a fresh and healthy 
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twig from the oak that has fallen. Look at 
him ! He feels as much at home on the shield 
as the wind on the mountain wave. Hear my 
vow!'' he continued: "I swear to protect the 
throne for him till I set the golden crown upon 
his head!'' Then looking up to heaven, he 
invoked the gods. ** Forsete ! " he exclaimed, 
"thou son of Balder, who judgest righteously, 
I call thee to witness my vow. If I ever 
depart from it, destroy me ! " 

While Frithiof was speaking, the young 
prince looked round about at the people like a 
young eagle from its nest. At last, growing 
weary of his position, he sprang to the ground. 
At this, the shouts of the multitude arose: 
" That was a right royal leap ! We choose thee 
as our king ! Frithiof shall protect thy crown 
and land for thee while thou art young. 
Frithiof, we give thee Ingeborg to wife ! " 

The last words caused Frithiof to change 
colour. " We are met together to elect a king," 
said he. " This is not a bridal feast. I will 
choose my wife myself. Balder is still angry 
with me, and only he who took Ingeborg from 
me can restore her." With these words, he 
kissed the newly-chosen king, and departed. 
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CHAPTER XXr. 

RECONCILIATION. 

Peace had not returned to Frithiofs breast; 
but, like the fire that had once smouldered in 
Balder's temple, remorse blazed up within him 
as often as he thought of the awful con- 
sequences of the anger to which he had given 
vent. 

Going to his father's grave, he spent the 
whole night in prayer to Balder, that peace 
might be granted to him again. As he prayed, 
a wonderful vision rose up before him. In the 
midst of the darkness that surrounded the grove 
of Balder, he saw a beautiful temple arise before 
him ; but scarcely had he looked at the strange 
building when it vanished as suddenly as it 
had appeared. 

The vision renewed hope in his soul once 
more; and when the morning dawned, he 
repaired to Hring's palace, and called for the 
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master-builder, that lie might speak with him 
about the rebuilding of Balder's shrine. Work- 
men were engaged without delay, and Frithiof 
gave himself up entirely to the work, and 
while it went on, neither the pleasures of the 
hunt or the feast, nor the music of harpers, 
had any charms for him. 

At last the temple was completed, and was 
a wonder to look upon ; like the famous temple 
of Upsala, it was a picture of Valhalla. A 
brazen gate, richly ornamented, led into the 
interior; lofty columns supported the roof, 
which was like a gigantic shield of gold. 
Opposite to the entrance, stood the altar, hewn 
out of a solid block of marble, beautifully 
polished, and inscribed with mystic^ Runic sen- 
tences. In a niche above stood the image of 
the god, in solid silver. The temple was erected 
on a lofty rock overhanging the sea, which 
reflected every stone on its placid bosom. On 
the other three sides, the temple was surrounded 
by a leafy grove, with arbours here and there 
resounding with the song of birds. Peace 
breathed all around. 

Agitated by a multitude of conflicting emo- 
tions, Frithiof entered the lofty building. Twelve 
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rosy-clieeked maidens,, ia vestal garments, ap- 
proached the altar, and sang an ode in honour 
of Balder, in which, after praUing the mildnesa 
and love of the god, they sang the moving 
story of his death through the malice of Loki^ 
and the lamentation which arose in Valhalla at 
his untimely loss. 

Besting upon his sword^ Frithiof listened to 
the beautiful melody, and as he listened, the 
darkness that had so long oppressed his soul 
vanished,, happy memories of the past returned 
to his mind, and^^ like the moon from the 
heavens. Balder the Good seemed to look down 
upon him with a smile of peaca 

While he gazed^ the high-priest entered the 
temple with solemn step. He was not in youth 
and beauty like the god in whose honour the 
superb building had been erected, but his ap* 
pearance was majestic, and his countenance bore 
the impress of gentleness and dignity. Frithiof 
beheld him with deep reverence, and listened 
with devout attention to his words. 

*' Welcome, son Frithiof, to this holy place ! " 

said he. ''I have long expected thee, for 

although the youth roams wildly over land and 

sea, he comes back gladly, sooner or later, to his 

u 
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home. Thou comest seeking peace and recon- 
ciliation. But knowest thou what these words 
mean? Odin seeks an offering at your hand, 
not the blood and smoke of the sacrifice, but 
something far more precious, the hatred and 
revenge that have reigned so long in thy heart. 
If thou canst not sacrifice these, then ihis 
temple will avail thee nothing. Think not to 
honour Balder by heaping stone on stone; only 
by being reconciled to those whom thou hatest 
canst thou be reconciled to him. 

'' Listen to the tidings that have reached us 
from the south. There — so runs the tale — a 
Balder was bom, sent from the great Father, 
who sits high above Odin and all the other 
gods, to lead men back to him. Peace was his 
war-cry; love was his sword; and innocence 
reposed on his helmet in the form of a dove. 
His life was as pure as his teaching, and when 
he died, his last sigh breathed forgiveness. But 
his precepts did not die with him. Carried 
from land to land, they softened hard hearts, 
joined hand to hand, and built a kingdom of 
peace, which the world had never before seen. 
His doctrines are not well known to me, but in 
the best moments of my life I have guessed at 
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something which resembled what I have heard. 
My heart tells me that the time will come when 
these doctrines shall spread their dove-like 
wings over the hills and valleys of the north. 
But our graved will be then unknown, our names 
will be lost in the stream of time. Happy race 
that shall rejoice in the new light, I hail thee 
from afar ! Despise not those that have honestly 
sought their way through the darkness. Be- 
proach not the people whose sun is veiled in 
the mists. There is but one Father, but He has 
many servants. 

"Thou hatest Beli's sons, and wherefore? 
Because they, descended from the gods, refuse 
thee their sister. They are proud of their lofty 
birth, and thou sayest that birth is but chance, 
not desert. But art thou not proud of thy 
strength and thy heroic deeds; and are they 
thine own ? Was it not Thor that made thy arm 
like iron, and filled thy breast with courage? 
Is it not the lightning of the gods that flashes 
from thine eye? At thy cradle the Nome sang 
the hero's song, and the best that thou hast is 
not of thy earning, but is lis much thy good 
fortune as is the high birth of which the princes 
boast. Therefore, respect the pride of others if 
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tliou wilt keep thine own. Now that Helge is 
dead" 

** What i " exclaimed Frithiof, interrupting 
the venerable man, " is Helge dead 1 How and 
when did death meet him ? " 

" While thou wert building the temple," 
replied the high-priest, "he carried war into 
the mountains of Finland, where, on a barren 
rock stood an old temple dedicated to Jumala. 
Above the entrance of the long-deserted build- 
ing stood an image of the god, and it was said 
among the people that whoever first entered 
the temple would behold Jumala. Helgo no 
«ooner heard this, than, fiUed with blind rage, he 
mounted the steep and barren path, to destroy 
the temple of the hated divinity. The key was 
rusted in the lock ; but grasping the crumbling 
posts in fury, he shook them violently, and with 
a crash the image fell, and buried him beneath 
the ruins, and he beheld Jumala. Halfdan now 
reigns alone. Give him thy hand, Frithiof, and 
sacrifice thy anger. That alone will satisfy 
Balder, and I, as his priest, demand it of 
thee. Refuse it, and all thy labour in building 
this temple in honour of Balder is vain and 
worthless." 
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At these words, Halfdan crossed the threshold 
of the temple, but stood still on seeing his 
dreaded enemy. Frithiof, however, unbuckled 
his sword, and laid it on the altar beside his 
golden shield, and thus unarmed advanced to- 
wards the king. " In our quarrel/' said he, " he 
is the noblest that first ofTers the hand of peace 
and friendship." With a blush of confusion, 
Halfdan took oif his steel glove, and the hands 
that had been so long separated were joined in 
hearty reconciliation. 

The priest then absolved Frithiof from the 
curse that had rested upon him since the 
destruction of Balder's temple, and as, with a 
lightened countenance, he raised his head, ho 
saw Ingeborg approaching in bridal robes. With 
tears in her beautiful eyes she sank into the 
arms of her brother, who laid her head tenderly 
on Frithiofs faithful breast, while the high- 
priest solemnly pronounced his blessing on their 
union, 

THE END. 
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